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Archibald bent down and, with a gratified smile,
submitted to examination.
" You add a new zest to my labours, sir," he burst
out gratefully when the ordeal was over.
"Indeed," murmured M"Whizzle, surveying him,
obviously much amused.
" I enter Singapore as your confident clerk," pursued
the grateful Podd. " Within a week I fin' myself
almost born a detective, and already a centre of much
study to the whole police."
The rapidly-growing interest Archibald took in his
new employment increased by a leap a few hours
afterwards, when he found himself called from the
kitchen to attend his master in a small room at the
right of the back entrance to the house*
It was a room which, during the first week, had
perplexed him greatly. There were mysterious pro-
ceedings in it every evening. So much he had dis-
covered. Soft-footed strangers in dirty-hued robes
came and went without so much as a knock. He had
captured one of them on the first evening after his
arrival, a tall bearded fellow in a sugar-loaf hat, and
smelling strongly of the stable, but the Chinese * boy'
whom he had summoned to his help had told him in
an alarmed voice to let his prisoner go. It was an
order, he said, that such visitors were not to be inter-
fered with.
None of the servants were able to give any informa-
tion about the business of these visitors. True
Chinese, they were not interested in anything that
did not immediately concern themselves. They told
Archibald vaguely that the comings and goings had